TROUBLED  WATERS

"On the head and on the eye," he replied tapping his turban, but I had
not the least doubt that they would soon be back at their usual pastime.

We were extremely camel sore and tired but it was a nice ride down
the "Wadi Bana towards the sea, in the cool of the day. There were a good
number of trees and much scrub, but on the whole die wadi was dry and
barren of recent cultivation owing to this internecine strife between the
Yafa'is and the Fadhlis, and the Sultan pointed out to me places like Al
Khor where he had previously had a great deal of cultivation. Later we
came across the Nazi'a canal again, quite dry, and he complained as usual
of the Yafa'is. I pointed out that he had only to settle his differences for
this barren desert to be blossoming again. Presently we passed out of the
mountains and were once again on the flat plain of the coast.

A long trek brought us to Shems ad Din near Zinjibar. Here the
country was green and trees and date palms were plentiful. During the
last half hour of our ride we let the camels graze freely from the shahr
growing on the outskirts of the Abyan settlements, and we reached Zinjibar
after seven, where die Sultan, who had ridden on ahead, was waiting for
us. A salute was fired from the top of die house which we were lent and
where we were soon comfortably installed.

And after a restful night we left early next morning by the beach for
Aden, bidding our farewells to the Sultan and all his relations, standing in ,
a row beside him and waving as our car bumped on its way to the shore.